WHEREVER  A   CAR   COULD   GO

spent in inspections or business talks. We visited the schools, the customs,
the police stations, the dispensary, the water supply, the prison and the
bazaar. Sometimes we went out to lunch, but more often we had it at home,
Till four we worked or saw callers. Then came tea, and at half-past four
the car with Afzel Khan Monen Khan, the Afghan chauffeur and the garage
boy. East we drove to Ras Mukalla and west to Fuwa, Manawarih and
the parts round Dis. Anywhere a car could go we went. At Fuwa,
where is the landing-ground, the Governor, complete with hurriedly assumed
black coat and sword, came rushing out to greet us; at Manawarih was the
lovely house of the ex-Wazir all shut up. The roads in this direction were'
quite varied and there were charming little lagoons surrounded by green
turf and thronged with flamingoes and wild duck, so tame that you could
approach within twenty feet of them. We went to Fuwa by the shore
and by the overland route. The former was the faster and the driver
loved to send his Essex Six along at fifty miles an hour, scattering crabs
and gulls in all directions. As we came the line of gulls leant forward as
one bird, took off, wheeled round with shrill cries and alighted as we
passed. There were casualties among crabs, for unlike their yellow cousins
on the beach three hundred miles westward, they had not learnt road sense.
v Near Mukalla white drifts of sand separated the^shore from the land road;
just before sunset the shadows on the drifts lengthened and their tips were
tinged with rosy pink.

Beyond Dis was Bakezebur and the springs and reservoirs for Mukalla's
water. At An Naq'a was the Sultan's summer house, rather in disrepair,
but wired for the portable electric plant he takes from palace to palace.
Its only piece of furniture was a pathetic derelict Erard piano, whose keys
we struck from sheer pity whenever we went there; it was said to have come
from a French warship wrecked at Ras Haftn some twenty-five years ago.
What stories that poor piano might tell. The garden, with its lovely view
over the wadi to the sea, had shady bedams, sqme coco-nuts, guavas, paw-
paws and oranges, and grapes trailed over a framework. There were neat
little beds of radishes, and chillies. There is a small swimming-bath in
the gardan and a swing for children. The Sultan uses the palace for two
months during the date season, at which time many of the richer inhabitants
adjourn to the neighbourhood to eat the fruit.

One day, as we were returning from this direction on fix^ I
made the acquaintance of one of the Sultan's gunners, dressed ift, JB
old military greatcoat. He was a Mgoni from southern Tangsmyifca
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